one of the weather-beaten, bald and toothless dolls
awaiting her attention. She could just hear in the dis-
tance the final march with which the concert in the castle
grounds came to an end, and then she put out the
light.
Grasmiicke's worthy widow had no life of her own. She
had to rely on the experiences of her lodgers, and she took
a passionate interest in them. Students of all kinds had
passed through the slanting, crooked rooms : men and
women, lazy and diligent, drunk and sober, students of
all grades and in all subjects. Some had gone far, some
had gone under. But all of them, all of them, had been
followed by the Grasmiicke with the same eager interest.
She had placed expectations and hopes on them all, with
a kind of gambler's fever. And when a romance was
brewing, the widow enjoyed days and nights full of ex-
citement. She knew the clang of the old lock on the gate,
the shutting of the rococo door, the creaking of the
stairs, the footsteps going up behind her walls and
wandering through the crooked room above her ceiling.
She lay and listened.
She heard her young kdy come back rather late and
walk up and down outside the house a few times with
the young man. Then the door was unlocked. Then
they both stood together in the hall. At first she could
hear them through the wall talking. The young kdy
laughed. Later on she spoke for a long time and evenly
in Her deep voice, and then there was only whispering.
After that there was nothing to be heard. The widow
held her breath—-for now without doubt they were
kissing—and then the young kdy said in a loud voice,
"Well, good night—see you to-morrow/' The gate
clanged, the door was locked. The young kdy went up-
stairs. The yoxmg gentleman stood for a short time in
front of the house. He threw a shadow on the cuttains

